"And it employs a lot of people?"
"In this town, a hundred and twenty-five men and
seventy-five women. ...
"In this town? Then ... in other towns there are
Bureaus too?'J
"Why, of course, all over the country/' he said, smil-
ing patronizingly.
I began to feel sorry for myself.
"But . . . how do they . . ." I asked hesitantly, "what
do they do, these Bureaus?*"
"Offend against the laws of morality/"* he answered
modestly, got up from his chair, shifted to the armchair^
took a stretch and began reading my face with frank cu-
riosity. He evidently thought me a savage, and wasn't
troubling any more to be on his best behaviour.
"Damn it!" I thought. "Mustn't let on that I don't
know what it's all about. . . /' And, rubbing my hands,
I said brightly:
"Why, that's interesting! Most interesting! . . . Only . . .
what are they for/^
''What?"  he   smiled.
"These Bureaus for offending against the laws of
morality?''''
He laughed, the adult's good-natured laugh at a child's
foolishness. I looked at him and found myself thinking
that, true enough, ignorance is the source of all the disa-
greeable -things in life.
"What do you think, a man wants to live, eh?"" he
demanded,
"Well, of course."
"And live so that he'll enjoy it?"
"Yes  indeed!"
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